today past ninety and retired from the stage, lie is living
on the west coast of Italy already an old man then, a big
bunch of roses, along with a letter gratefully reminding

him of the time some twenty-four years before when
one of his international tours had brought him to Buda-
pest, There he had chanced to see a performance of my
play, The Dew/, and, caking a fancy to the leading part,
he had the play translated that very night from I lungarian
into French, since no Italian translator was available at
the moment. Going back to Italy soon afterward, he him-
self translated the French version into Italian, produced
the play at: Turin in 1908, and kept it in his repertory
for more than twenty years. Indeed it became tine of his
favorite parts,

Just before the opening, late in 1907, he invited me
to Turin, where, I attended the rehearsals, and conferred
with him until past; midnirftt every nitfhf about even the
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smallest details of the production; he was directing the
play as well as acting in it. Since this was the first time any
play of mine had been performed outside of my little na-
tive country, Hungary, let alone by so great an artist, those
days and nights in Turin will remain unforgettable as
long as I live, the more so as I was only twenty-nine at
the time*

Zaeconi was not only the greatest Italian actor of his
time, but also one of the most cultivated and widely read
men I have ever met in the theater, I Ic nor only studied
Plato's dialogues profoundly, but made selections and
adaptations in modern Italian, and performed them in
various Italian theaters, In everything regarding the
Shakespearean period, Kfabcthsm drama, and solid schol-award,"
